








This book hopes to capture the liveliness brought to 
Buck's Rock by the visits of guests. We hope not only to 
record, but also to extend the visits of these people. 
For those who were there, we reinforce memory. For those 


who were not, we wish to provide insight. 


All the guests are, by definition, outsiders, who, 
were it not for Buck's Rock, would never have had the 
opportunity to share a part of thetr lives with us. It 
is important that we realize that because of this, we are 


not learning from camp, but rather through camp. 


It is with these thoughts in mind that we present 
to you A BOOK OF FRIENDS. 


The Editor 

















“Fall Caesar!” 


On July 24, when Dr. Paul Reisch came to Buck's Rock for 
а talk on Julius Caesar, about twenty people showed up, Df 
course, the people who didn't come were most likely "busy." 
But let me say that you should have put down whatever you were 
doing,and come to listen to Dr. Reisch. Our guest seemed a 
bit disappointed to see that so few people had showed up, but 
when he beganto talk, he trapped your attention. Не did 
something that very few people know how to do or bother to do. 
He revived Elizabethan history and related it to modern times. 
He showed the truth of George Santayana's proverb, "Thase who 
forget their history are doomed to repeat 1$." 





What he told us was too out-of-the ordinary to Print in 
history textbooks. He explained that when the movie "Sky jacked" 
Came out, there was a lot of hesitation as to whether or not it 
was to be shown. The movie is about a hijacking which is suc- 
cessful until the end, when the hijacker gets shot down. Or. 
Reisch said, "People were afratri that if some desperate madman 
sau the movie (even if it were only one person in a million), 
that person, seeing hou the hijacker almost got away with it, 
might try to hijack a plane too. There are some movies about 
the assassination of a President — one with Burt Lancaster 
starring in it — that will never be shown in your generation. 
You'll never see these movies, but your children may. You see, 
if one madman saw one of these movies, he might get ideas on 
mow ta kill а President or a nominee," 


"The same fear existed back in 1599," explained Dr. Reisch, 
"when William Shakespeare wrote Julius Caesar," Queen 
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Elizabeth I was ruling England. 


flourished and became a very powerful country. 


1599 Queen Elizabeth was in the 
died four years later, in 1603. 
children, and there was no heir 


Under her rule, England had 

However, in 
latter part of her reign; she 
She was unmarried, had no 

to the throne. What concerned 


the English nobility about Julius Caesar was the brutal stabbing 
of Caesar by his conspirators. Killing a monarch was not the 





fashion at this period in England. 


After all, England had had 


three successive rulers who ruled well — Henry VII, Henry VIII, 


and Elizabeth. 


Mary and Edward VI which together lasted about ten years.) 


as it was, there was no heir to 
see trouble ahead. The English 


(That doesn't include the brief reigns of Queen 


But, 
the throne and England could 
nobility feared that a fanatic, 


seeing the assassination of Caesar in Julius Caesar, might try . 
to kill the monarch after Elizabeth if he did not like the new 


ruler. 


Since the year 1200 England hed been involved in many 


Wars. 


ended in the defeat of the Spanish Armada; 


Some of them included the struggle with Spain which 


The Hundred Years 


War, which was actually fought for over 100 years; the battle 


of Agincourt; The War of the Roses; 
Scotland, Robert the Bruce, Wales, and Lleulyn. 


and the conflict with 
What England 


desperately wanted was to keep out of another war, much less 
a civil war. over the issue of succession. 


After relating Tudor and Elizabethan history to modern 
history, Dr. Reisch discussed the plot of Julius Caesar, 
which opened at the Globe Theatre near the Thames in 1599. Dr. 
Reisch recently earned a Ph.D. in comparative literature, 


analyzing French and German translations of Julius Caesar. 


has also taught the play to his 
School of Music and Art. 
play, he can explain it so much 


The play opens with Caesar 
Poor people look up to him as a 
Around fifty years before, Rome 
poor people were starving; they 
government, which was a corrupt 


He 


English classes at the High 


And because he's an authority on the 


more clearly. 


at the advanced age of fifty. 
god. And they have reason to. 
was in a sorry state. The 

had no representation in the 
one. The Picts, from Scotland, 


and the Goths were constantly attacking Rome, seeking its 


downfall. 


came Caesar. He took thinos in 


The Roman army was powerless. 
the State seemed futile, and she seemed destined to fall. 


All attempts to save 
Then 


hand and saved Rome. 


Caesar fed the country, reclaimed its lost possessionsy 
straightened out the government, and saved the army by adding 


reinforcements. 
into their territories, 


He drove back the Picts and the Goths deep 
So it was understandable that he should 
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be held іп reverence. Caesar had many friends, but alsa many 
enemies, Among them was a sly, lean crafty nobleman named 
Cassius, Whether out of jealousy or a conviction that Caesar 
was becoming too powerful, Cassius thought that Caesar must be 
killed for the good of the state. So Cassius asked one of 
Caesar's friends, Brutus, if he would join the conspiracy. Or, 
Reisch said that Brutus, being stupid as well as idealistic, 
joined the conspiracy. 


Rome had been one of the most powerful countries in Italy. 
It flourished in trade, riches, and foreign possessions. Over 
the years it began to decline, and during this period of decline 
Brutus dreamt that it wculd once more become a great nation. 
He couldn't accept the fact that Rome was in such bad shape. 


Cassius, knowing how much Brutus loved the republic, said 
: to Brutus that Caesar was becoming too powerful and that soon 
he would declare himself emperor and would rule as he pleased, 
which would result in the downfall of the republic. Brutus, 
frightened, agreed to help kill Caesar if it would help the 
State. Cassius then sought out some of Caesar's enemies, who 
also readily agreed to help assassinate Caesar. 


The next day, when unsuspecting Caesar came to the Senate, 
he was assassinated by Brutus and the other conspiritors. Each 
assassin stabbed Caesar in turn, and when it came to Brutus's 
turn, and he stabbed Caesar, Daesar said: "Et tu Brute? Then 
fall Caesar." Then Dr, Reisch ended his fascinating talk. 
Although he left off in the middlä of the play, it was under- 
standable. His talk was on Julius Caesar, who is not directly 
involved in the play any further. Ina way,though, it was kind 
of disappointing, for Dr. Reisch uaS one of the best guest 
Speakers we've had this summer, 


Peter Ruderman 























` Singin’ with Dulcimer 
| and Banio 


jn July 28 and 29 Rick and Lorraine Lee came to Buck's Rock, giving 
a concert of folk music, Lorraine ап her dulcimer, and Rick playing both 
the piano and the banjo. The concert featured songs written by both Rick 
and Lorraine, their friends, and by popular folk singers. 


Lorraine started playing dulcimer in college and has been playing 
for about nine years. She plays using all three strings of her dulcimer 
for the melody. Usually the dulcimer is played by tuning two strings to 
one note, creating a "drone" effect, and using the third string for 
melody. Lorraine said that the dulcimer doesn't necessarily have to have 
only three strings. Some have four strings, and a popular American 
ballad singer, John Jacob Niles, has made dulcimers with as many as thirty 
strings. However, she said, traditional dulcimers have only chree or four 
strings. 3 


Lorraine used to play the mandolin and the banjo, both of which she 
dropped for the dulcimer. She is presently teaching the dulcimer both 
privately and to groups. Rick has played the banjo for about nine years. 
"Se we've been playing for almost as long as we've known each other," 
Said Lorraine. "Rick has picked up the piano only recently, in the last 
‘year or эо," 


Rick came here as a camper, then as a CIT, JC, and finally as a 
counselor in the Publications Shop. When talking about the changes in 
Buck's Rock from 1954-62, he said that it was "hard to sort out the dif- 
ference between the changes in Buck's Rock and the changes in me." Rick 
said that in his earlier years at Buck's Rock he visited the vegetable 

"farm, the photography shop, ceramics, and silkscreen. He spent about 
half of his time in Publications. Не also was in dramatic productions, 
when Les Chile, and later Bill Korff directed. He sang quite a:bit in 
the chorus and madrigal groups. When Rick came to Buck's Rock, the shops 
were production-oriented. During the years he was here, the emphasis 
switched from mass production to individual”work. 

Rick and Lorraine live in Cambridge with their seven-year-old son. 

- Lorraine not only teaches dulcimer, but also has a part-time job training. 
people for office work. Rick has worked as a producer for Boston's 
UBBH-TV and is studying for his Ph.D. in Clinical Psychology. They are 
also members of a three-person folk group called "Cabin Fever." Ther 
third member is guitarist Tom Hayes. The group has no record af its oun, 
but has cuts on several albums. 


Rick and Lorraine used to play bluegrass, but nou they play country- 
folk music. Both are talented vocalists and instrumentalists. We : 
enjoyed having them at Buck's Rock and hope they will return again to 
share their style of music, : 


Wendy Desmonde 


























On Breathing Grudin 


Louis Grudin brought us his thoughts 
of poetry on August Ist, 


saying 

poetry should bring into being 
a kind of reality 

which comes and vanishes. 


"A secret in the air 
That parted once and closed 
And moved away." 


The poet read us his poems 
from the past. 


We saw him 

pass through years of work 

with the turning of радез. 

a glimpse of past. 

a breath that catches youth 
for one last time. 


Grudin said that when an image strikes 
something and opens up the world, a 
poem is created. 


"And to be... 

The heart's nest, close and warm. 

The lip that smiles in sleep 

And with the sunturned petal weakens, folls 
With all that falls auay, 

Leaving no.sign, no shell." 





Grudin expressed that in poetry one 
should strive for clarity, yet capture 
all dimension of a feeling. 


"To be the one, 

To be the one who is afraid, 

The one who is shamed, betrayed. 
To be forgotten and forget 

And seek and fail," 


| He opened himself up to us 
giving us his past with kindness, 
warmth, wanting our understanding, 
showing us his intense love for poetry. 


We learned. 

We absorbed, 

our faces lifted like 
plants striving for the sun. 


М. Feldman 


all quotations from TO BE by Louis Grudin 








Well, I spoke to Winnie Winston. There's not much to say 
about what I learned, as Winnie's answers to the questions 
below pretty much speak for themselves, Winnie was a member 
of the Buck's Rock community for ten years, who returned for 
one night this summer to play banjo and pedal steel guitar 
and to explain their workings. 


The explanation of what he was going to play often took 
more time than the piece itself. This is partly due to the 
tremendous complexity involved in playing the pedal steel 
guitar, However, I found in watching him play and in later 
speaking with him that he is most happy and responsive when 
talking about music and theory. Winnie impressed me as perhaps 
being the archetype of the cerebral musician. To him music 
seems to be а series of very strict formulas. 


Here follows a portion of the conversation I had with 








Winnie the dayeafter his performance: 


"Last night you mentioned that at first you didn't like 
bluegrass. What did you like?" 


"I don't know. I didn't like anything, but I knew I didn't 
like country music because it was corny. I got into it because 
I started to play banjo, 1 found out that's where you have to 
go if you want to learn banjo." 


"ШҺа kind of music did you play at Buck's Rock?" 


"Mostly plain standard folk, Whatever that is. At the end 
of my stay here I was beginning to get into bluegrass though 
I wasn't playing it. I was getting very interested in it. 
Basically my first contact with banjo was here, A guy named 
Paul Prestopino (folk music J.C. in 1955) was the first person 
I ever saw play banjo. Earl Scruggs style banjo." 


"Have you been influenced by any particular pedal steel 
players?" 


"I'm listening to a lot of a guy named Hal Rugg. I like 
his stuff very much. I'm listening mostly to: Suddy Emmons, 
Phil Chalker, Hal Rugg, and а guy named Norman Hamlet, Right 
now I'd like to get a sort of a cross between Norman. Hamlet 
and Hal Rugg." 

"Oo you have any favorite banjo pickers?" 

"Sonny Osborne. He inspired me," 

"Who do you. like ta play with?" 

"Jerry Jeff Walker, He is fun to play with because when 
he gets really going you don't know what's gonna happen. Other 
than that, I enjoy playing with anybody who plays the kind of 
music I like to play." 

"Do you still play with Buck's Rock people?" 


"No. Most of the people I was here with have gone on to 
do different things." 


"How did you like playing last night?" 


"Tt was fun. It was a nice setting also. I really like 
playing outside," 


Despite the lenthy discussions, when Winnie Winston plays 
his instruments he plays them well. 


Rich Sadowsky 














Rhinoceros is spelled 
without a “u” 


My senses numbed by two hours of Shakespeare's Julius Caesar, and my 
E grumbling in anticipation of the food waiting outside, I force my- 
self tb sit still and meet Bob Blumenfeld. Bob, it seems, is a former 
Buck's Rock counselor (WBBG in (68, Actor's Workshop in '69) who has gone 
on to perform with the Ane can Shakespeare Festival in Stratford, and is 


being gcod enough to address us. 


Bob comes out to polite applause, looking somewhat strange, his thick 
black glasses samehow in conflict with his Roman toga. He greets us, de- 
livers a short oratory on what Buck's Rock meant to him, and says, "I'm 
sure you have some questions about the performance." 


For an instant there is a ceathly silence, and then one bold camper 
thrusts his hand into the air, 


"Ig it different working on a slanted stage?" 

"No," I say to myself, "it's exactly the same as working оп а Flat 
stage." 

"Tt takes some getting used to," says Bob. 

Thés First cuestion has inexplicably set off a chain reaction of ques~ 
tions, each more “cane than the next, 


"What is the stage made out of?" asks a girl in the first row, who 
apparently wouldn't be able to sleep without this bit af priceicss ' 
information. 

“Bob answers precisely- and technically, "Cloth and a rubber-compound+" 

"Think of that," I smirk. 

"Nhat does that hale in the stage. lead to?" 

-*Do- you-wear-make=-up?" 

"What kind of wood is that?" 


. Hau. does it feel to wear armor?" 


Drops of perspiration appear om Bob's brow,as he begins to attempt to 
struggle out of the position he has found himself in. 


I am overcome with the temptation to ask Bob which team will win in the 
American League East, but the courage is just not there, I sit back, wait 
ing for someone to ask him how to spell "rhinoceros," when Bob himself cuts 
things short. A camper near the back whose question will go forever unan- 
swered trudges away in frustration as Bob slips back behind the.curtain. 


Jon Cohen 








From the moment Ваггу Kornfeld stepped into the Publications shop 
in the afternoon, I could tell he was a radiant man - smiling, always 
ready to speak. That evening at the gong, as a small audience assembled, 
he showed that I had judged correctly. He pushed aside the mike and 
talked for at least two hours about his profession, which is producing 


and making records. His talk especially interested those considering 
music as a possible profession or hobby. 


When asked why some records sell in stores like Woolworth's for 
as little as 89¢ he explained: "Those records just weren't selling 
well enough for people to keep them in stock, and there are only two 
things you can do with old, out-of-stock records. A lot of companies 
sell them to remaindering houses for just about the cost of the plas- 
tic, at which point they drill holes in them so they know they're 
remaindered records. Then they put them in these remaindered stores 
and sell them very cheap. "aybe the remaindering houses buy them for 
25$ a record, and this way the record company at least gets back the 
cost of the plastic, 


"Nou а lot of companies won't remainder records, CBS, for instante- 
this is a very funny story- is one. The last thing I did on stage was 
with a group known as the Original Rag Quartet. They were recording 
for Epic, a label which 1 later worked for as staff, Une guy had done 
a couple of records and some years after his records were out he went 
іп and said, 'I'd like to buy some copies. I need them to send around.' 
Well, they didn't have any more, He asked if they'd all been sold out, 
and was told that they didn't sell well enough and that they'd all 
been ground back into plastic. They soak off the labels and grind them 
up, then press them into new records." 


By this time his talk, which I had expected to be a long, drawn 
out speech, was flowing along beautifully. He switched topics often, 
and touched upon almost every aspect of his musical knowledge. 


Barry was never alone, always surrounded by interested listeners. 
He explained the advantages of being an independent producer. Although 
he gets no yearly salary from a recording company, he discovers and 
records promising musicians. Then, as he says, he “runs around like 
a madman" to every interested company, trying to sell his find, He 
said that he is exposed to, and absorbs much more, and seems to make 
just as good a living. 


He mentioned that CBS has a tape vault in New York City the size 
of our porch. If one of the tapes kept there remains unused for two 
years, it is then sent to Iron Mountain, N.Y., where an entire cave 
has been hollowed out and filled with these tapes. The cave also 
contains badly categorized tapes from the past. Uecause of this, when- 
ever re-makes of 30's and 40's hits are produced, men sit in the cave 
For hours, searching for the proper cuts among thousands and thousands 
of tapes. 














Questions popped up frequently, and Barry seemed to be having as 
good a time as everyone else, Now and then, between sentences, he would 
chuckle as he remembered, then told a humorous anecdote about his work. 
Phone calls were announced during the talk, and at one point Barry 
quipped, "The names they announce sound the same now as when I was 
here." Upon noticing the Silkscreen Shop's appeal for old newspapers, 
he mentioned that he'd been infamous for writing . graffiti оп announce- 
ments, then quickly and quietly changed "silkscreen shop" to "herring 
shop" on the bulletin board. 


He spoke for a while about illegally-made records: "There are two 
kinds of illegal albums, 'pirate' and 'bootleg.' A bootleg album is 
where someone gets hold of a tape that was never meant for release as 
an album. They find a company willing to press it up, then run around 
to head shops all over the country, selling it at exhorbitant prices. 
Pirate records, on the other hand, are actual counterfeits. They will 
take the latest Simon and Garfunkel album, for instance, and counter- 
feit the cover, counterfeit the record, and sell them like that, some- 
times turning out a product superior to the original itself." 


This led to a brief discussion of the musical copyright and also 
to the problems and possibilities of "stealing a tune." He spoke of 
So-called "musical scientists" who study trends, trying to produce a 
hit record when the industry (and their pockets) needs it most. 


Barry first came to Buck's Rock in the fifties, when Folk music 
was at the peak of its popularity. He was very much a part of that 
scene, following perfectly in line with such early folk music staffers 
as Josh Rifkin, Winnie Winston, and Happy Traum. Since 1963, his 
last summer here at camp, Barry worked with, recorded with, and рго- 
duced such recording artists ав Joni Mitchell, Simon and Garfunkel, 
Tom Paxton, Bob Dylan, and Dave Van Ronk. He now owns a home in 
Woodstock, М.Ү., where he spends much of his time, hard at work, doing 
what he likes most. 


David Fenner 











A Closer Look 


Пп August 6th, Richard Weiss, world 
traveler and former chairman of the 
Science Department at the High School 
of Music and Art, gave an informal 
talk to a group of interested campers. 
The talk, given in the social hall, 
centered around Mr. Weiss’ trips to' 
Neu Guinea, New Zealand and the ба1гр- 
agos Islands, three of his mast recent 
adventures, The talk was co-ordinated 
with а series of slides which Mr. Weiss 
had taken. The slides included photos 
taken from һе air as well as photos 
of the natives and.of their villages. 


He first talked about New Zealand. 

The slides he showed made an excellent 
distinction between natives who lived 
on the coast and inland natives. These 
along the coast are basically Eurcpear 
in style, because they were always 

very easily reached by explorers and: 
tourists. The inland natives, on the 
other hand, are still very primitive, 
No one ventured into inner New Zea- 
land until the last few decades, and 
then chiefly by airplane. Only recently 
was а highway built to take people 
there. For this reason, most natives saw the airplane long before the 
automobile, and in their language a car is defined as an airplane that 0555 
nat TIg. 





Next, Mr. Weiss talked about a Pacific island he had been to whith was 
actually а coral reef. The island is very small, anc on it there-is only a 
hotel and а scientific research center. Mr. Weiss stayed at the research 
center. When the tide is out, the island grous to about twice the size as 
when the tide is іп, You are then able to find many different fca ms of life 
in the coral which was previously covered with water, Mr. Weiss was able to 
collect and examine many different species usually found around coral герге, 


Mr. Weiss gave a very interesting and enjoyable talk. From his fascinat- 
ing description, he made the world seem very worthy of a closer looky 


Lewis Copulsky 








Raggin’ with Joplin 


The original life of Ragtime was short but glorious. Uut of the 
horrid age of minstrel shows, this new music emerged. Debussy called 
it the only trué American-music; others called it sinful, in much 
the same шау as rock music is eelled filthy. Either way, Ragtime 
left an unmistakable mark on jazz, popular and classical music. 


The earliest roots of Ragtime are in African rhythms. African 
melodies are simple, but their rhythms are more complex than any other 
music. It is a rhythm of growth and change. The steady beat of life 
and death, mixed into this frantic, syncopated rhythm, gives it a 
pure, strong quality. 


African music came to America in chains. When it was "freed" 
into slavery, it spread through the countryside, in prison gangs, оп 
plantations, on work projects and on small farms throughout the Sauth- 
west. African music didn't make it to the North until Ragtime became 
successful, around the beginning of the twentieth century. 


Around 1860, the latest fad uas the "cakewalk," a syncopated dance 
that originated on the plantations. The “kindly” masters seemet to 
derive a perverted joy out of watching their slaves “strut.” They 
would go to the slave quarters and hold a small contest. whoever strut- 
ted best, received а cake. Thus, "cakewalks" were born. They spread 
throughout the minstrel shows. (Ву the way, not only were blacks 
ridiculed in minstrel shows, but also Irish and Germans, The "pure" 
Americans have always enjoyed criticizing the rich cultures of others.) 
Cakewalks spread throughout Europe by way of that celebrated American, 
John Phillip Sousa. Аз soon as syncopated music became popular, Sousa 
frantically tried to teach some to his brass band. Unfortunately, the 
band was downright awful. They had never heard syncopated music 
before. I guess "Stars and Stripes Forever" made more sense to them 
than "Old Zip Сооп.* (This tune is now called “Turkey in the Straw.” 
Either title is offensive, even though the tune is beautiful. The | 
tune was originated among the slaves; the title among the masters.) | 
However, because the music was so fresh, some small fraction of its 
spirit carried and Europe went wild. “Das Cakewalk" was danced in 
Germany! All of Europe was strutting! 


Dut of this music, early Ragtime was formed. It was a crude music 
played on pianos for the "houses" of the Southern ghettos. It served ag 
background entertainment music. Only а feu considered it respectable 
music. 


Dne man, Scott Joplin, knew there was more іп Ragtime than just 
crudeness. Born in Texarkans, Texas, Joplin was raised in much the 
same way as any other poor, black child in the deep south. tarly in 
Scott's life, the Joplin family moved to Sedalia, Missouri, where Scott 
wrote his first rags. Young black musicians had to find jobs wherever 
they could, and invariably this was in the houses. Not only were these 
areas dangerous, because both the men anc women there were tough, they 
also were areas where drugs were sold and used. Louis Chauvin, one of 
the most talented classical Ragtime composers, died of an overdose of 
heroin. He left only three written pieces, one written in conjunction 
with Scott Joplin. He has been remembered for many years as a great Ra 








pianist, even though he was only in his early twenties when he died. 


Joplin followed the normal course of the young black musician. Не got 
a job in the Maple Leaf Club playing music Рог the "customers." Out of’ 
this club came the famous "Maple Leaf Вад." John Stark, a small Sedalia 
publisher, dared to publish Joplin's Rag. It was the first sheet music 
sale of over a million copies. At the turn of the century, both Stark and 
Joplin moved to St. Louis, which had become the heart of Ragtime. 


In 5%. Louis, Joplin left the houses for good. He began teaching and 
writing at a furious rate. He had a reputation as a good Ragtime pianist, 
but he soon fell out of practice, being more concerned with writing than 
with performing. Joplin began to write Ragtime waltzes, dances, tangoes 
and even ап opera. 


As Ragtime grew in popularity, Joplin became more and more dedicated 
to writing fine Rags. The major problem with classical Ragtime is that it's 
difficult to play well. Many people were content to play easy Rags that 
were not of such high quality as Joplin's. Ву the first decade of the new 
century, Joplin was no longer “marketable, © Stark was as dedicated as was 
Joplin to presenting the best Ragtime. But Joplin thought he deserved more 
money than Stark could pay, so he broke with him, Stark continued to pub- 
lish the Rags of James Scott and Joseph Lamb, two of the other great clas- 
Sical Ragtime composers. 


At this time, Joplin formed his own publish- 
ing company. He began working on an opera, "Тгее- 
monisha." Не literally ran himself into the 
ground writing this opera, paying to have it 
produced. The one performance of "Treemonisha" 
that was held, was presented without props, 
costumes or sets, to a Harlem audience that 
could not understand Joplin or his work, It 
failed miserably. Joplin collapsed after the 
failure of his opera, and died shortly after- 
wards in April of 1917. : 


Since the 1950s, ue have realized the 
beauty of classical Ragtime. It captures almost 
every moid within a restricted style. But, 
more important, it has such a powerful optimism, 
deep within its rhythms, that it seems to 
tell us that we are going ta overcome these 
times. Young people sympathize with this 
deeply. 





One such young person is Ricky Winston, a former Buck's Rocker. He 
began playing Ragtime very recently, inspired by another Buck's Rock 
alumnus, Josh Rifkin. Ragtime is a "classical" music but it must be 
played joyfully, and Ricky Winston understands this. His entire body 
sang while he played Joplin's Rags with a young optimism that is the heart 
of Ragtime. Other than just a touch of nervousness, Ricky Winston played 
smoothly. He had a sense of dignity and fun, bath of which make up Ragtime. 
He performed at Buck's Rock on August 8th. 


Richard Carlin 











What's in a Name? _ 


Ever since the beginning of the summer, when I heard they were 
coming to visit, I anxiously awaited the arrival of Irwin and Roberta 
Berger. Upon their arrival, on August 14, I was still quite excited. 
Each of the Bergers hed a short written talk, precise and straight to 
the point. Together,they spoke for only about forty minutes. No more 
time was needed, though, because what they said took hold very strongly 
and very quickly. 


Roberta, vice-president and account supervisor for Almay Cosmetics, 
spoke first, discussing the process of naming a company or product, and 
the legal "red taps" involved. 


"Naming a product," she said, "is a most interesting creative 
process, which takes place within а framework of government laus and 
restrictions dedicated to protect the owner of a trademark from unfair 
competition." doc 


She added that, "There is a tremendous opporutnity for creative’ 
people to develop exciting, selling names for products, but they must 
keep in mind the following legal guidelines: 


š "1) A name must not be descriptive. Words describing the nature, 
quality, structure, or use of goods are not permitted as names, 3 


"2) The name must not be confusing or deceptive. It must not 
indicate a quality that is not in the product. 


3) A trademark may not be confusingly similar to others in its 
class." 


Roberta then mentioned six possible methods for choosing the name 
of a product, and told how and why names should conjure up images рошег- 
ful enough to sell the product, She said that, ideally, names should 
be easy to read, to pronounce, and to spell. 


"Names should have as much to do with the prospective customer 
as with the product itself." She spoke of cases where difficulty arose 
in finding names and told stories of hou the Ford "Edsel" and how 
Citgo gasoline got their names. She mentioned the public relations 
involved in a name change, then told us of the change from "Esso" to 
"Exxon," She then introduced her husband, who is an associate 
professor of English at Bronx Community College. 


While Roberta's talk revolved around the mechanics of naming a 
product, Irwin's concerned itself with "what happens when an individual 
or a femily wants to open a corner store, for instance, and has to give 
it a name." He said that the vast majority of store names require little 








& ~ 


ог no thought, and are named after a location, an owner, or a gsometric 
shape. Using а. little bit of creativity, he showed how "Seymour" became 
"D-MOR," and how something like "Enna Jettick Shoes" is derived from the 
word "energetic." Нв mentioned cases where а spellbound executive might, 
as a last resort for a name, jumble segments of names, or sequences of 
letters, and come up with a satisfactory final result. 


At that point I realized how many name disputes, after mergers 
Рог example, are resolved Бу a name like "National," "Municipal," and 
"United." He then showed the advantage of being listed first alpha- 
betically, by painting us a picture of a lazy businessman, tired, and 
unwilling to’ hunt for a nearby store, going to the Yellow Pages and 
calling the very first name on the list, figuring it's аз good as any. 
He also told us the advantage of having the name of a different top ae 
guality product. 599 


"For example, if anyone tries to sell you a Cadillac pen, don't 
buy it. They а ге obviously using the name only because it associates 
to the fine automobile. You will find Waterman lighters, Remington 
cameras, and Columbia toasters, but invariably these ere 'schlak! 
products that you should not buy." 


Irwin ended the talk ui th amusing names of products, picked 
from a telephone book. He put away the chalk he had been using, 
and began to erase the Actor's workshop/College Boul blackboard as 
the kids brought their chairs back into the dining hall, I was 
not a bit disappointed, and I walked away content from an entertaining 
evening activity from which I gained a great deal of knowledge con- 
cerning the use of language by advertisers. 


David Fenner 
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тау; embrace your words? 
let all of loneliness melt 
- in their fire pools 
and all of hopelessness dissolve 
turning to vapor 
and let my hands caress 
their forests 
becoming lost 
in their oceans 


forevere 


abby 
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| closed the door 
throwing the towel over my shoulder 


Walked off the porch onto the lawn 


the grass and leaves sticking to my bare feet 
in the early morning dew | 


Running down the road 
Pines birches maples 
the purplish orange flame 
burning paper cutouts 


As | looked up 
the flame dwindled 
the sky darkened 


| could feel the earth freezing 
beneath my feet 


One fonely spark flew across the black sky 
The dying flame revived 


| dived into the clear clean water surfacing refreshed 


Peter Clive 
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сае 


The bakery was very large, and had ап indoor cafe inside +. 
The bakery was а rather informal Villa ge landmark; and the cafe 
was the place to go for lunch during Saturday errands, and for 
brunch on lazy Sundays.eround noon. 


This Saturday was à cold, wintry one, Everyone stopped in 
in the midst of thelr errands = Christmas shopping mostly, the 
bookstores on Eighth Street, assorted antiques, or the latest 
delicacy from Cheese Village ("Aunt Leonie would love that cheese, 
wouldn't she, |114 make her feel so continental), They were 
glad to step іп to the warmth after the cold wind. The sun was 
shining and the morning was lovelye 


The cafe was filled with people eating the bakery !'s delicious 
pastry and elegant little sandwiches. They were all talking, except 
for the ones sitting by themselves, and they were busy reading The 
Times. There were a few young mothers chatting with friends, their 
young children squirming and eating; matrons of all ages; roommates 
In all mixtures; husbands and wives, and other assortments of peoples 
The waiters moved quickly and quietly among the tables. They dressed 
Informal ly, wearing red aprons to signify that they were walterse 


At one table were two men talking. They were dressed informally, 
but-mettculouslye One was wearing a knee length, grey coat апа a 
bright red scarf. He took off the coat, but left the scarf оп. 

The other had on a brown corduroy jacket, and he lisped slightly. 


"Why heavens, yes," he said to the first. "I quite agree wi th’ 
you." 


The waiter came ур. He was a thin man of medium height with а 
clean shaven face and dark eyes. 


"Your orders," he said obsequiouslya 


The first man stared at him, He looked right into the waiter's 
eyes. The walter stared back at the man, They both had half-amused 
looks on their faces, 


The second man looked from the first man to the waiter, and 
then back again, but neither of them noticed, 


"4141 — [1 have а — a cucumber and cream cheese," said 
the second man, flustered. 


"On what kind of bread?" asked the walter in a strangely sinister 





- - 


"Err,,whtte, White toast. And lemonade. To drink." 
"And you, sir?" asked the waiter to the other man, smiling. 


"Lobster salad, with whole wheat toast on the side. To drink, 
1111 have cinnamon coffee," 


"Thank you," said the walter. He seemed to wink at the first man 
who was still staring at him, He started to до. The first man put his 
hand on the walter!s arm. The waiter stopped. 


"Come back after you serve us our lunch, We might want dessert," 
"Yes, sir," said the walter, He left. 


There was a silence between the two men, 


At one table sat four women. The tables were rather small, anc 
the four of them looked rather large, but they seemed to manage. 


"Well, Dottie," said one, who was sitting on the aisle, bundled 
up in a fur coat, "You surely found a bargain." 


"| always do," said Dottie, who prided herself on the fact that 
she did. She was a thin woman of forty-five with mousy brown hair. 


"When will the waiter come," murmured Alys, the third woman, 


| "Calm yourself, Alys, © said Carole, the first опе. "They're busy, 
can!t you see?" 

- The fourth woman, Helene, said nothing. She had nothing to say. 

: They had been shopping at e boutique on Eighth Street, |t was one 
of those boutiques, now sprouting up in the east 6015, that were once 
pecultar to Greenwich Village, Trying on dresses for women fifteen years 


younger than they were had tired out the ladies, They came for a 
"dejuener," as Carole had called it. 


"| don't know whether 1111 be able to resist!" said Alys, looking 
over all the pastries on the menue 


yeu tye got toe | dos And look at med" said Carole, 

Helene, the quiet one, did look at her, and she smirked to herself. 
The watter, a little man with a mocking voice, floated over. 

"May | take your orders?" he asked, 


E "Yes," said Carole, "At least |!ve made up my mind. Have you 
tels 
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 smirkeds "She's casing the joint, 


The gtris had, 


И] +1 have a ham and egg salad sandwich on rye," said Dottie, 
"with coffee." 


"I tl] have two croissants," said Carole, careful to pronounce 
the trpi tea "wo "And cor tees 


"|'|| have = ooh, it all looks so good = I'll have а-а-а,, plain 
yoghurt. А diet Pepsi, please, to drink," said Alys, sighing. 


Helene broke her vow of silence. 


14111 have а brioche and coffee, please," 


The waiter said, "Thank you," 


"Oh, and make that separate checks," added Helene, before the 
walter had gone. 


The cafe was jam-packed. People were waiting on line to get a 
table, some good=nziuredly, some inpstrenture 

There was a small, elderly woman on line, She spoke in a foreign 
accent, and had a bird={ike voice. There.was something strangely naive 
about her. She peered around and saw that the line was long, and that 
she was near: the end of ft. | 


^ The old woman ° out of the line, Quietly, she tiptoed into 
the middle of the thin aisle, peering down, looking to see. P$ there was 
any table that was free; A waiter rushed by her, almost touching her, 

1:22 not quite. He was very slim, ET ; 


= K couple was looking at her. She noticed them, and smiled sweetly. 
"Is the food good?" she chirped. "Yes," they answered. "Quite," 


The old lady = away and walked on a bit. The man at the table 
Шерова» й 


The old lady walked on a bil, She-turned her head, and looked back, 
to see whether there were any tables that she might have missed. She 
walked on a tittle, looking the-other way, and crashed into a waiter who 
dropped a piares of strawberry shortcake and a glass of orangeade, 


He seemed stunned. So did she, The people around them drew back, 
daintily. In hushed tones, they spoke. ‘What happened?" "Can't you 
see?" "|t was all her fault." "Some people," 


The walter stared at the old woman, who stared back at him, blankly. 
With a mixture of dignity and acidity, he said to her, ‘Madame — can't 
you watch where you're going?" 


She looked at him, smiling, as if she didn't understand him, 


"Excuse me," 


she said, “are there any tables available?" 











А man was sitting at a table. He looked at his watch afid sighed. 
He took off his coat, He was wearing a baby blue shirt with а Super= 
тап "St оп it. He looked at his watch again. Не was thin, and was the 


enfant terrible types 
==. нормага тена ета 
After а time, а waiter came alonge 


Мау | take your order?" he asked. 


two] -A sald he man in а softish NOE Net right n == às a- 
yes, why don't you, l'il have a lemon meringue tart." 
"That's a good choice," commented the walter, "They were baked 


this morning." 


The waiter left, He came back, a few minutes later, with a deli- 
clousslooking tart, The meringue was white and brown, and looked crisp 
and delicious. The bottom was in a tin traya 


"That'll be all for now," satd the man, "I'm expecting someone to 
join me, so come back later." 


"All right, said the walter, He left, 
_ The man looked at the tart. He then took a little bit of meringue 
delicately between his thumb and index finger and ate it slowly. He 
took some more. It was delicious. He scooped out some of the tart with 


his fork and put it into his mouth. He very soon finished it Sit. Then; 
he licked the tin tray. He felt very satisfied, 


A woman in her twenties came up to him. She had a thin but roundish 
face with a long mouth, She took long strides, She was tall and had 


stringy hair down to her shoulders. She was wearing a cloche and a coat 
with fox fur at the collar, Нег hands were In her pockets, She seemed 


very brusqute 
"Hello, " she said. 
"You're late," he said waspishly. 
"| know," she sighed as she sat down, 
п зуе been waiting ages for yous Ages. | can't have this, you know" 
"| know," she sighed. 
"Well, where were you?" 
She looked at him, 
itt was looking for them," she said. HALL over," 


"| gave you the names of four places." 


"| went to three of them," she said, "but желі 
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What about the fourth?" 

"Well, | didn't want to go all the way uptown," 

There was a pauses 

"You're not mad at me, are you? Are you? Please..." 

She seemed weak пом. He glared at her, 

"Please?" She put her hand on his, He drew his hand away, 
i 


"iim sorry," she added. "Realty Г em, truly | am ees 


She looked pathetic, like a lost ehild. He stared at her, with 
hate in his eyes, The waiter came ор, 


"What would you like, madame?" he asked her, cheerfully, 


The bakery was very warm, People kept coming in, and other people 
kept going out, It was a refuge from the cold, a place to buy delicious 
pastries, and they had а lovely cafe which was the place to go for Tonto 
during Saturday errands and for brunch on lazy Sundays around noon, 


Marc We Lida 
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At the mountain side he sits 
In the roaring tide he wanders 
he can see the changing time 

and he follows with a smile. 


calling follow me 
hold me close as 1 hold 
the oceans 
follow me eee 


In the evening song he dances 

and he sings along till nightfall 

he can see the ebb of starlight 
and he follows with a smite 


calling follow me 
hold me close as } hold 
the darkness 
follow me cee 


When the spring comes with the flowers 
he will bring some to kis window 
he can see them fading slowly 

and he follows with a smile 


calling follow me 
hold me close as i hold 
the colors 
follow me ees 


abby 











some parts of dreams 


and now Lisa 
has walked quietly into 
puddles of grass = 
| have Watched her 
play with her toes 
in the morning. 


why ао | watch her? 


and now | 

run across 

the sharp wild-flowers - 
my bare feet are burnt 
sometimes with laughter, 
sometimes with pollen, 


why do | watch her? 


“and now Lisa 

watches my sadness 

fade into dreams 

that grow like flowers - 
she takes two blossoms 
and blows the seeds 
awaye 


why do | watch her? 


Richard Carlin 





some parts of dreams 


and now Lisa 
has walked quietly into 
puddles of grass = 
| have Watched her 
play with her toes 
in the morning. 


why ао | watch her? 


and now | 

run across 

the sharp wild-flowers - 
my bare feet are burnt 
sometimes with laughter, 
sometimes with pollen, 


why do | watch her? 


“and now Lisa 

watches my sadness 

fade into dreams 

that grow like flowers - 
she takes two blossoms 
and blows the seeds 
awaye 


why do | watch her? 


Richard Carlin 








lend me some words to sing your frais 


for your speech Is a thousand times 
more graceful than mine 

lend me a mind to know your world 
for | cannot begin to grasp 

the changes that have brought you to 
|f you were a lord, 

a saint, 

or even a god 

you could have no more glory 

than you do as a human child 


JAZ 
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(Thursday morning at 3:00 ) 


Those wires up on the hill 
Their buzzing away — 
And the crickets and those two flowers 
intertwined 
And how you slid down that rock and 
landed on your ass, 
But you stayed where you landed, 
you liked where you were, 
you were where you wanted to Бе. 
Alone with yourself, 
those buzzing wires, and crickets ——— 
and those two intertwined flowers 


On FRA rock, 

















the sooty аг: 


fall from my 
| laugh 
when | find 
1 fee 11 
anywhere 


SES d Ys. 


back to your 
but the stre 
the stations 
with raros 

there is no 
fog having c 
between our 


when 1 hear 
and think of 
burning the 
into me. 


ic oTi 


sentences wo 


like tears; 





Turning to Soot 


would thumb a ride back to you 


| 
raid to find 


d 
sang 

> U ta 

Sos Lb says 

2ams of your highways 


a Sd-gn = En my hands; 


| would take a bus 
MOT GE. 
ct. corners are windy; 
реа 


return, 
rept 
words. 


so, | weep, 
your poems 
your hands 
words 


| would climb back into your time 


| 


uld drop 


words are captured, 


somewhere, 


in the light of my eyes. 
l cannot escape them. 


So le Laos 
reading the poetry of signs, 
learning the language of dust, 
writing notes to you and 
hearing your name from 
empty, breathing towns 
а па 
watching my body fly, 
turning to soot. 


Richard Carlin 
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stı ri Life 1n Ori 


There 15 no direction to our lives. 
We follow stationary dreams. 

We are shiny drips of paint 

Brushed on rough canvas. 

Listen, the painter a with joy. 


Look, his eyes are squinted in satisfaction, 


Andy Tei rstein 
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The pool lay glimmering like ап opal in the summer dusk, The 
man approached the pool, tensed himself against the cool air, and 
plunged gracefully into the warm water. As theair streamed from 
his lungs he sank slowly to the smooth bottom where he came to pest. 
His pool was his only escape from the tensions and anxieties of the 
day, and resting peacefully at the bottom he could truly relax. He 
had developed quite a talent for remaining motionless this way, зоте- 
times resting for two or three minutes before his body's cry for air 
would interrupt his peace and force him toreturn to the surface, То- 
night, however, would be different, for he had already been submerged 
for three minutes and felt no need for air at all. After a long time 
at peace he began his slow ascent. His head breaking the surface of Не 
water into the blackness of the infant night, he was suddenly overcome 
wi th emotton too primal to grip, too shattering to even consider, He 
lurched from the water Into the pungent night. He wanted to feel the 
earth, and his fingers pulled at the brown soil till they bleds he 
stumbled, + yearned to kiss the sky, = sucked In great breaths of 
air and felt the rain. He wanted to hear the music and he heard Et; 
a thousand Hindus chanting, по, a million, impossible. Не tasted his 
cud blood. iron and salt. He stumbled again, and again found peace... 
The woman strode casually to the side of the pool, then suddenly began 


to scream. Her husband, obviously dead, lay sprawled on the smooth 


bottom. 


Jon Cohen 
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Shadows of the past 

Creeping back, 

Past us, through us. 

We can't escape them, these shadows 
The shiver they send up the spine. 
We can!t escape them, these shadows, 
The Past creeping back. 


Shadows of the past 
Crawling back. 

Not on their hands, 
Walking straight, 
Drawing us into them. 


Shadows of the past 

Memories 

Coming back to send us laughing 
Suddenly 

Coming back to make us cry 
Suddenly 

Coming back, haunting 

Suddenly 

In the night 

Shadows of the past. 


Wendy Desmonde 











| Stuck Out My Tongue 


"| Love Lucy" was on. The TV guide said that Lucy Is pregnant, 
and she is trying to devise а way to tell her husband. ІР did not 
seem as If it was a great show, but Lucy was in it. To me, Lucy looks 
exactly the same as my mother. Except for her red hair, her height, 
her voice, her appearance and her dress, she looks just like my mother, 
(So much for my reasoning.: i 


| was at my friend Suc:s house, Unfortunately, 1 was destined 
never to watch "Lucy," for just as EF went оп, my friend's mother 
announced that dinner was ready, and | was invited to eat over, A 


peek into the kitchen revealed a table set for five people, There 
are five people in Sue's family. Her mother said a few things, such 
as, “We can always squeeze Sharon in," and, "There won't be enough to 
eat because of the extra person, but there are always crackers." 


Well, | did not eat over. | walked home. The walk home wes three 
blocks, but it seemed as tf it were three miles. ІР was rather dark 
out, and rather spooky. 


As | was walking, | remembered that no one would be home, for my 
mother picks up my sister, who is let out of Hebrew school at the 
beginning of "| Love Lucy." Then she goes straight from the Hebrew 


school to the train station to pick up my father, whose train gets in 
at the end of "| Love Lucy." |! ‘ive by | Love Lucy." My mother makes 
it around trip" because this way she only starts the car three times, 
If she stopped at our house in between she would have to start the 

car four times, Tt takes about eight minutes to start up the саг. 
{Anybody want a Mustang?) 


As | turned into the driveway | saw my sister's bicycle. | had 
à hope that someone was home, Then | remembered that my sister always 
leaves it out because she is too lazy to put it in the garage. 


| decided to walk around the house, and go into the back yard, 
There is a secluded little spot in the woods = part of my back vard, 
In the Tittle spot there Is а big rock. When] entered the little 


spot, my Two cats were sitting sround these | sat on tts | 
noticed that there was a baseball right near my cats. 

It was ald very peaceful, until | heard some big crunches іп the 
woods. | said, "Who are you?" There was no answer. | said it three 


more times but no answer came. Тһе crunches kept on crunching. One 
of the cats arched her back, hissed, and ran. The other cat was 
puzzled. 


| looked down at my little patch of four=leaf clovers. They are 


four-leafed because wien they were very-tiny | cut one leaf on each 
clover In half. (Clever, tsm 1422 Well, suddenly + saw a big red 
sneaker In my patch of four leaf clovers. Г ran. | ran fo my sister?s 


bicycle and hopped оп. 











x 


| started pedaling, | then realized why my sister was so sure 
it wouldn't be stolen. First, there аге no brakes, Second, the 
handle bars are not straight. Third, the tires are flat, | decided x 
іс stop al 4 friend!s house. Га, 


| parked the bicycle іп the back of the houses | rang the front 
door bell, A volec таға, "Who-]s 112" 


As Usual; 1-s91d, Me," 
"Oh, " said the voice, 


The peephole opened and closed, end the door opened. The voice 
said, "Come on in." 1 went іп, 


The friend is Amy. Amy is а Lucy fan too, She was watching "| 
Love Lucys” [1 had just ended, 


| went upstalrs with her, We were watching someone chewing gum 
and skjing on a commercial, when the doorbell rang, Since we were 
upstairs, we decided to look out of the window over the front doorj 
No one was there, 


We ran downstairs, opened the front door, and saw nothing. 


| decided to call my parents and tell them where | was. | called, 
and my sister answered, She asked, "Do you have my bicycle?" 


| said, "Yes, | have your bicycle, and | am at Amy's house." 


Then Amy, who was listening to me talk, exclafmed, "Where did 
you park your sister's bicycle?" 


said, Ча а и." 
Amy screamed and said, “It's gone? Your sister's bicycle is gone!" 
My sister overheard this and immediately started screaming. My 


mother took the phone from my sister and started scolding me for 
getting It stolen. 


Amy kept on screaming. | realized | had left it in the back, and 
yelled that to Amy, but Amy didn!t believe me, and | kept yelling at 
her, She started screaming, “Liard Liar] Liarg" at me. It was 
rather heetfc, The "Liar! Ljar!" was a little louder than t he other 


screams she made. 


Well, it so happened that Amy's sister Susie was sleeping, and 


she woke up to the words, “Liar! Liari" Unfortunately, Susie thinks 
that a fire із gotng to burn her to death one дау. Unfortunately, 
Susie thought Amy was screaming “Fire, Fire." Unfortunately, Susie 


got two broken legs from attempting to do cartwheels down one hundred 
steep steps in her house, Unfortunately, Susie added to the commotion 
by screaming a chorus of "Help me, save me. Fire! Fired Help me, 
save me. Fire? Fire!" (Апа so on and so forth.) 














Which, in turn, woke up Amy's mother, who, in turn, started 
scolding Amy for running away. |+ was later explained that Amy's 
mother had dreamed Amy had run away. 


All the commotion excited the two cats that Amy had, They 
started ringing the doorbell chimes which hung in the hall. 


Six screaming idiots and two crazy cats on Tory Lane, (Ugghi) 
This all happened in about sixty seconds, and lasted two minutes. 


The next day | wrore ail the possible suspects for stepping in 
rhe clover patch, and ringing the doorbell, and running. 


This мау my list: 

|. There was a ghost with red sneakers. Не followed me to „ту! 
noise, then he rang the doorbell, and made his sneakers di зрреаг, 

ды: li was ту sister, getting revenge for when | started tapping 
€t her window et 11300 at night. 

[ne other suspects were very unlikely. 


t sterted thinking really hard. 


"ho knows," | thought, "| might have been killed if | hadn't run!" 


с 


| walked into the beck yard, to my favorite spot, 


| noticed rhe baseball was gone, 


Suddenly | sew а baseball fly over my head. | chased it out of 
ae spot. As | was chasing it, the phone rang. | ran into t he house 
ind-answered- tts. Ir wes Amy. 

tS Teng vou know whet?" asked Ату. ‘My neighbor, Jon, you 
know, the pesty опг, admitted that he rang the doorbell. Goodbye." 


' looked out ihe window, and saw our next door neighbor Billy 


chasing the vaseba:! He had red sneakers on, He looked up а: me, 
ind said, "Scaredy cat!" 


Е stuck out my tongue. 


Sharon Finkelstein 
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cowled smile 
sparkling eyes 
words aflame with beauty and passion 
steal me back to your side 
musical memories 
hard-borne loves 
surreal wanderings in very real worlds 
steer me into my prettiest moments 
and like a sponge 
| soak up your presence 
yes | am the homely yellow flower 
smelling of spice and vinegar 
and yes there is a bit of the sky 
behind your sultry sensual purr ings 
and yes | know... 

| know 


JAZ 
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on a creased sheet of newspaper 

an old man writes his name in grey ink. 
in his head 
the words of death and explosion 

mix like cement and mud 


a house behind him burns 

а cat screams 

his fingers become the triggers of pistols 
his eyes become the moon 

his head becomes a ball of clay 


the newspaper 

is pasted to his body 
the glue Is his flesn 
he tears it from him 
feeling his bones pray 


there were paper words 


frothing in his mouth 
when they found him 


maxine feldman 








| he watches 

| the time passes by 

сасһ second is granite іп his mind 
each moment is a weighted silence 


each minute is the eternity of his love 
he waits 


he watches 
the others float by 
on their own morbid thoughts 


ati Tha š real ts his worship 
he does not see his love 
still he watches 


| the apparition soon appears 

| in the ghostly white halo 

| of his lover's perfect vision 

| his beauty is absorbed wordlessly 
by the one who stil] only watches 
and still only loves 


JAZ 
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| Е was а November twilight. Hunched against the cold, and 
annoyed that | was without а lift, | plodded homeward. A wind whistled 
from the growing blackness, bringing with it the biting smell of 
burning leaves. A car sped past, oblivious to my outstreched arm and 
thumb. | muttered an obscenity. 


Suddenly the vague uneasiness was there. Some vestigial barome- 
ter, left from the time men howled at the moon, was saying that something 
was wrong. | turned around. A shadowy figure a hundred yards down the 
road was moving towards ме, 


"Helio." зе Ес, 
There was no reply. 
Ha ta 


It kept moving» Undefinable in the blackness that was now 
almost total, it moved in a steady determined frshion. | turned away. 
Too afraid to turn around again, | quickened my расе. lt was по use, |t 
was gaining and would reach me soon. | would have to run. | lurched for- 
ward, straining for speed, my lungs struggling against the frigtd air. 
| stumbled. The concrete sidewalk greeted my forehead. For a moment 
everything was warm and red. Then suddenly | felt the cold, then the pain, 
then the realization that the thing was almost upon me. | pulled my 
head from the ground just as Its claw tore at my shirt, Snarling like 
an animal, | sprang to my feet and lashed out at ІР. ІР seemed like a 
rag doll as | flung It. The car horn blared, but in vain. The car 
slammed in а screeching, shuddering thud into the tottering thing. The 
car door opened and а man, seemingly in shock, came out. A police car, 
its siren resounding in a low melancholy wail, pulled up. | paid no 
attention. | stared transfixed at the thing. The slight frame, an old 
шай, the sign, "I AM DEAF, DUMB, AND BLIND. PLEASE HELP ME--GOD BLESS 
YOU. 


Blood from the shattered thing formed a pool on the pavement. 
| vomited hard into the gutter. 


The driver spoke. "He was blind, Не just walked right in 
front of the саг." 


ff 


Ч +15 a shame," answered the police officer. "Did you see 1t, 


| nodded, | couldn't have spoken, even if | had wanted to, 
"C'mon, kid, ITI take you home, Just forget about It." 


| spent the rest of the trip home fearing nothing but myself. 


Jon Cohen 








IF YOU'LL JUST LISTEN... 


| can tell you.of the Earth's creation, 


of ages long and gone, 


if you'll! just listen; 


| can talk about America's start 


and of its development, 


if you'll just listen; 


| can tell you of all the wars, 


World War One, and Tun, 


and Korea, and Vietnam... 


And wars yet to come, 


if you'll just listen. 


| know you won't though; 


You never have... 


| am history, 


but | needn't repeat myself; 


if you'll just listen. 


Esta 
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Death, 


oh Great Seducer 
how we emulate you 


іп 


your apprent iceship 


how we grow. 


We struggle 
out of 
darkness 
to 

touch 

you. 


The 

sweet 
scent 

or = 
maimed, - 
gashed, 
broken 
desires 
ent ices us 
to serve ` 
you; 

our 
mistress. 





As 

we lie 
across 

your 

bed 
of tortured, 
burnt , 
bled, 
carcasses 
we 

embrace. 


We shall 
агоре, 
Ttall; 
clutch, 
this 

we 
promise, 
until 

we 

are 


-ones 


. Matt Feuer 
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Death by Night or Bloodshed 


At one In the morning he walked down the street 

Not knowing what kind of people he'd meet. 

| As he walked down the alley his fingers would shake; 
| Wouldntt yours if your life was at stake? 

| It was just an ordinary New York day 

But his life was in danger anyway, 


When he reached his apartment his fright met an end, 
Then he heard a noise from around the bend. 

He turned his head In terror and fright 

The switchblade gleamed from the overhead light. 

The terrified man ran for his life, 

The killer folbowed with а twelve-inch knife. 


He fell to the ground out of breath 

Onty seconds from his death. 

The killer walked towards him with a gleam in his eye, 
The terrified man now knew he would die, 

He lay still on the ground with a knife in his heart 
Waiting for a new life to start. : 


Without stealing a thing, the man walked away 
And soon the shimmering night became day. 

So next time you walk, walk in the sun 

Or walk in the night and carry а gun. 


Dan Kaplan 
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i ~ Musical Theory 
It is filmes Time to research my theory. - What was.the purpose of 
musical composition beyond beauty? Somehow the composer must have had 


an UNCOMMON.. belief? hen-| listen to a piece of music don't | 
experience a sensation? More than beauty, more than genius, a--spirit. 
The piano! 


Suddenly, | find myself at the piano, a Chopin masterpiece on the 
ledge. I play. | feel a change of atmosphere, an indescribable 
a sensation! And then... 


"So you know!" sald the ghostly image as it hovered over me. 


£ But Г couldn't respond, couldn't because there was a horror, a cold 
beautiful horror creeping through the gates of my own...spirit. Got to 
get hold of myself. 


"Who are you?" | cried, my voice rising in a graduel crescendo. 

5% "Why аге you ple у J inê: piece, my piece for that matter?" he de- 

Ei manded in a thick French accent. "Му name 18: Frederic Chepin; 21 
believe you have uncovered a long-treasured secret. But the right is 
not yours," he said. 
"| was curious,” | whispered in a hoarse yoice. 

г "Please do not interfere!" he screamed. Then, in а more subdued | 
voice, xcuse ме. At least you played it beautifully. And, you released 
me young. I'm grou you didn't play a later piece. But now that | 

ia am here what shall | do? | must work somewhere...do something...” 

"They need an usher at the concert hall where I'm performing 
tomorrow night," | соға. 3 

And so, the fol'cwing evening, the great Chopin ushered at a concert 
hall where his own music was being played. Nobody noticed him. When 

m~ the concert was over, he came back-stage. 

"A fine concert," he said to me, "but I must leave now." Before 
= my eyes, his form started to fade. 
"Frederic, Frederic!" | yelled. 

ж "Take my hand," he satd. I did so and, my hand locked in his, 
the music in my ears, we cepa the шуы à 

= Where to? Егазсе, | suppose. 


52 Peter Slomanson 








Blue Farm Nursery 


The Rothbergs arrived at the Blue Farm Nursery to buy 
‚some flowers, Jules Rothberg, a famous writer, helped his 
old aunt out of the care From the back seat, yelling and 
screaming, tumbled Cissy and Timmy, his two children, 
Timmy quickly slammed the door in his mother's face, “A few 
seconds later Mrs. Rothberg came out of the same door, over- 
loaded with a shawl for the aunt and toys for the children. 


"Ugh, 1 don't see why we have to come to this fancy 
nursery," said the aunt, "Why can't you just sit content In 
your new country home instead of buying expensive weeds? Му 
head ts killing me." 


"Yes, Aunt Ruth," said Jules. Jules was extremely 
patient. He scratched his beard and watched his kids tram- 
ple the flower bedso 


"Get off the flowers," pleaded Doris. Doris had.thin,. 
brown haire Her face was worn and haggard. Both husband 
and wife had tired expressions, 


"Letts до," screamed Aunt Ruth. She led the way through 
flower=bordered paths. A 


Blue Farm was a sprawling, large nursery, They had 
every type of flower, Visitors explored the grounds, all 
delighted with the. amazing varieties of plants. 


The old lady climbed up a small flight of stairs, toa 
bed full of dozens of tiger Itlliess "Oh, how lovely," 
said Ruth. She began to finger the lillies and broke one 
off. 


. "Oh, look what I've done," said the aunt, "I guess now 
that It!s broken no one would mind if | took It." 


"Cantt убо go anywhere without stealing something, " 
yelled Jules, 


"| tm not stealing it, I'm just borrowing tt from God," 
replied the aunt, 


Why don't we get some of these," Cissy sald, pointing 
at some black roaches. : 


Dont touch those," yelled Mrs. Rothberg. 
Aunt Ruth hugged Cissy and said, "Poor Cissy. Mommy 


never lets you have any fun," A greenhouse stood on a hill, 
separated from the main flow. 











What's In that house?" Aunt Ruth asked, pointing» 


"| really don't know, Aunt Ruth," replied Mr, Rothberge 
We are here to buy flowers, not to go on a sightseeing 
Frias 


"Are you lecturing mes" yelled Aunt Ruthe "| tm going 
to go In and find out what's In that house." She turned 
to Cissy апа Timmy and said, Come with me children. 

Daddy and Mommy never have any Hime for you so Auntle Ruth 
will keep you company." 


The Rothberg couple slghed. 


Aunt Ruth, with the two little Rothbergs following, 
marched her way up to the greenhouse on the hill, The door 
was closed, but, after trying the handle, she opened It 
with case, The whole family, one by one, filed tnto the 
greenhouse, 


"Oh; my God? It's like heaven. They look almost 
plastic," sald the aunt. 


"| #15 wonderful," added Mr, Rothberg. 
"Ooh," said the rest of the family, 


The room was filled with hundreds of prize roses. 
There were gtants the size of your hand, ánd frat! little 
ones like strawberries, Timmy clutched one of the many 
thorny roses, ‘Mommy, mommy, | cuf my hand," he said, and © 
he promptly broke into fears. Mrs, Rothberg, slghlng agafn; 
clutched her purse, opened IT up and pulled out a bandalda 
She carefully wrapped it around the child's bloody fingere 


Cissy rushed on into the tunnel-like greenhouses 
"Bet you can't catch me!" she screamede Timmy forgot his 
cut and rushed after here 


- "Look at that beautiful rose over there," sald Aunt 
Ruth, pointing to а v !gar, giant rose at the end of the 
glass house, "I'm going to pick Its They won't miss just 
ones" 


Jules looked longingly at his wife. His wife looked 
out at the open door. Jules rushed out, and his wife fol- 
lowed; screaming, "Lock the door, lock the door, lock the 


doo os 


- Jules quickly followed her advice, and then, hand In 
hand, they ran down the gravel path to thelr care 


As they were getting into the car, you could heat the 
sound of screeching voices. Jules took one look back, but 
when he saw three plg-=11ke faces hanging out the open wine 
dow of the greenhouse, he turned around and put his foot 


оп the gas. 


Jonathan Welnberg 














oh, look at the child! 

he is falling-- 

he flings his thoughts into 
the stagnant air 

in a last attempt 

to forget his unhinged body. 


in his dreams 

there have been soarings. 
he has hung on 

the edge of flight 

and touched the decaying 
clouds. 


now, after, 

there is a pain 

of à Los PEON 
something only touched 
Бу а gasp 

of his. terrif ted 
breath, 


richard carlin 
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The shops and activities were so enticing 


That my resi was not a rest at all. 


Mitchell Cohn 
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The Parade of Life 


The swaying of the autumn leaves 
back and forth. 

A beaver studiously building his dam, 

A baby being pressed to his mother's 
warmth, 

The rise of the sun to awaken the 
world. 


A child's struggle to pronounce his beginning 
word. 
The adolescent's contact with his lst 
pimple. 
The sweet creeping slowly down a track 
star's face, 
Clesing a book at its long awaited 
climax. 


Riding for 9 hours to see one's betrothed, 
"Oh, dear, these shoes are much to 

small," : = 
How do you study 10 pages in one night? 


_The picnic is cancelled because of 


the rain, 


News of the divorce spread throughout 
the town. 


“А burgular feasted in our house last night; 


We searched through valleys 

and mountains for the lost dog, 
that are those 2 boys doing іп 

that dark room? 


Her arm was marked with the pressure 
of the needle. 

Poor little Jenny was lost to 
the world, 

Dur dinner will be a teaspoonful 
orice, 

Mrs. Smith said goodbye 
to her son - FOREVER. 


Running & running, but not reaching, 
Seeing & seeing, but not conceiving, 
Touching & touching but not feeling, 
Hearing & hearing but not penetrating. 


The parade of life continues on its 


inevitable tred - 
On & On Eternally. 


Jill Friend 
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SHY 
QUIET 
FRIENDLY 
ALWAYS SMILING 


LAUGHS A LOT 
SQUINTS WHEN SHE LAUGHS 


Хы judy malki 









BUCK'S ROCK 


Buck's Rock Is a place to enjoy yourself while growing. It 
is. a place to learn new skills and develop old ones, |+ ts a 
place to meet new people and develop new ideas. In short, it is 
a place to discover yourself. 

You discover yourself by trying the different shops. You 
try new things and find your interests. You sometimes find them 
in placed yde never thought оф. 

You meet new people and make new friendships, most of which 
will last the rest of your life, This is because the friendships 
are bidon camel interest, 

You develop new Ideas. The basis of these new ideas Is 
what the quest speakers and other campers say to ay These 
are also added to your previously formed ideas. 

Best of all, you Pe coal ly enjoy yourself while doing all 
this; that's because you are doing what Wine ee ant to do.” 

That's why | say that Buck's Rock is а place to discover 


yourself es. and it is loads of fun} 
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Sleep 1$ the land of 
Old memories,One goes 
There to find dreams. 











Dreams are long-forgotten 


Hopes,Come back 
To give you a few short, 


Happy hours in the peace, 
The quiet, the stillness,& 
The beautiful silence of 
A night more perfect than 


One could ever hope to 
Imagine. 


Daydreams are when one 
Has a wish to visit the 


Land of Sleep while still 


Awake. 









Death is when 
One goes to the 
Land of Sleep & 
Decides to stay 
There. 





















My life is like a rainbow, 
Beautifully colored with 
Unlimited shades. Day to 
Day, it goes from color to 
Color, & | need. a year 
Before | can use them up & 
Start over. іп the same 
Шау» Му life Is Ikea 
Diamond, with many 
Different facets, each of 
Which makes life a little 
More interesting. 


Shutting out logic, 
And letting childhood 
Nonsense seep into 
Your brains That Is 
Senile. 











Amy Sheidlower 



























As | lie on the green grass, 
And look up at the blue sky, 
| listen to a faraway noise, 3 
Hidden within a deep silence. 
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т Who ever wan 
alittle peace and quiet. Ü 
fom Corel Froehlich 





Everything has and will exist forever. For instance, 
when а man dies he doesn!t cease to exist, but he does cease 
to exist as а living тап. А baby, when it із born, Ís not a 
brand new person for it has existed for nine months іп the 
womb, and before that it existed іп its parents, and grand= 
parents before then. Things may change physical state but 
they will always exist. Matter can neither be created nor 


destroyed, which means everything has and will exist forevers 


Matter changes state over and over again. A tree will 
die, rot іпіо the dirt and then a seed will land and change 
it back into a trees Or a tree may be cut down and used in 
a house, eventually decay and rot and return to dirt and then 
a seed will land and it will become a tree once more, Since 
all things have existed forever that means everything 15 the 
same àge, everything TS as old as the earth зе: Ihe 


earth hasn't always been the earth but it has always existed, 


Geoffrey Newman 
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The ce > 
7 Tm E ae ome Stomper. 
_ At (ea T (Lo ht we falke. 
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Т lead hTS nose wae. 7 E va A 
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when you go 
10 search ot Love — 
you will never find IC 
unless рои Bring 1C 
wiCh vou | 


Grace kayden 
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do.wplt Jump. 
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SEES you come? * 
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Don’t be, polite, 
Bite in. x — 
М фо with your "n 
: fiet de de a^ ripe. ABU wpe ore, 
1+ is oF ia a knife or Fork ы as с 
Jou en olaa ec HaeBKin өс ta blec : 
er there's no dore 
бс stem 
Ot “ima 


or seed 
er skin 


+0 throw away. 
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50 tasty 702 and congratulations sweetheart and 
and дода job sweethtart ama cam have one of 3 
¿verá color amd have a happy farm and let's qo to 
the mater fountain and 70770, take movies nd 
ur ulterior motives are showing and new mtlfordl 
bad a polvce jerce but Ae died ard when are your 
arenes coming anw have a happy dinner and brini 
me back somecning and feed the bacon, tettuce and 
tomatoes and nac can 2 dol and whet caw 2 do O7 
you gerls and shovel the skit and now look ee ¿sl 
and thursday night and lets go get mat Cand we 
have a sacks te: "mme tomorrow and teach me 
how фо uggle and those children ave actual? qe 
A dirt, harry 165 10.56 00500650110 and Hl A 
nagpy shower and lets до (о the far “ho thé Sctence 
lab und ina little while and tirme to wake Up qir? 
and aid the gong ring and 1152. 0% upand lets до 
2 breakfast And what's the evening activity and’ 
Rave а, 42409 ада ang otch! Фо) toe and Square 
dancing and the circus! and new miiford fair ала 
2% 2 770 ento town and are you coming to the bunt 
und have a happy baok and whos on OD and ok for 
you pal and hey hastıan! and took meng at de sote! 
and who gare vou permsssiow to walk down thts 
street and tnaependence and do you want бо learn 

a ле” handshake and САХ you ever ‚feel dute a facto 
rejeo and гёз run down bucks rock road and nti: 





ou Wach me that song und 2 just steeped on a 


Нови na- and ounce who has an ounce and t for- 


got to put ЕЕЕ an the. 7 Socket on. 
ou ran over the’matzoh bal% and have a Zap 
afternoon and té vs not that kind of camp and 
Che chicken soup vs 5166 ung with’ Che nood tes 
and thts isn’t сс o & fuil course meal 
and the tall dark farmer with his rubber hose 
and lets фо sit on the lawn and hare a happy. ES 


-wınnıe Herma 
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VIRILE MANHOOD Page С Cour tes y 


4 зонах даль тауп OU 1 ke “Gel 


Up to not many years ago it was a popular belief that to mention any- 
thing relative tó 56% Was improper. 

Twentieth century enlightenment has taught us better, 

There is nothing concerning the body tnat should be shrouded in darkness 
ог secrecy. Let the daylight shine upon it and the better a is one to seo 
tho pitfalls that lie ahead of every person. 

р Таш a great believer in the policy if you think атау you will live 
cleanly, and since the question of virility is one so near to the — every 
porson should strive to reason with common sense. 

з ` No person is physically fit unless he is virile. . 

Virile manhood is the truest personification of fitness. 

Every healthy person feels the sex impulses. The trouble is that they 
aro only too often misdirected. Pure ignorance of oneself. 

If a boy is not enlightened, he will travel the wrong way. 

He has no other choice, and the more ea ud he is, the more will his 
coz impulses strive for an outlet. 

а Unfortunately the average boy turns to masturbation. 

I do not use the term “unfortunately” because I think it isa positive 

evil. It only becomes that when it turns into a vicious habit. ' 

e E Then it becomes a case of abuse .rather.than of misuse. 

Nature will find an outlet; if not one way it will another. 

Seminal a are the most frequent at night, and when frequent are 

embarrassing. 

Г A healthy person will throw off this surplus and not mind it, buta 
woak person will not throw it off. 

I am not arguing that masturbation is the right thing to practice. It 
= absolutely is not; neither is intercourse until a person reaches the marital ` 
stage. 

Time was whén the occupation of a man was so vigorous that all his 
‘surplus: was-absorbed.- =n s suoi 

Nowadays the average occupation is not vigorous enough, and such things 
happening as seminal losses and the desire to masturbate are a condition 
{ - ereated by nature аз an outlet for a surplus that should be used in some other 

5 СЗУ с 

Б The answer to this is that something must be done to keep that 
surplus energy within oneself. 

ты: ` In this case, exercise becomes the great problem solver. 

er It its process of building tissue, it catches up this substance and 
converts it into healthy manhood, and so creates virility. 

Thus is the body satisfied and kept free of any of those passions that 

baly too often end in calamity. 

Get this idea firmly planted in your mind. 

Some day you are going-to meet the girl you are going to love cleanly 


= end marry and you will want her to be CLEAN. 
J Now. 
Suppose she should ask you the same question that is in your mind. 
= - WHAT WOULD YOUR ANSWER ВЕ? 


It is her right, and you must irsure yourself so that when the time 
comes you can give her the answer that is rightfully hers. 

The question for you-to face is, Are you going to live as clean as the 
girl you demand must be in order to become your wife? 

Sure you are, There is no question about that. 
> First. Get all those morbid thoughts out of your mind. 
- Reason it out іп а healthy way. 
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